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Mr. Carmicuaet, in her ‘Domestic 
Manners and Society in the West Indies,”’ 
gives the following curious and extraordi- 
nary account of the Chasseur Ant, common 
at Trinidad. 

The Chasseur Ants & their Prey. 

One morning my attention was 
arrested at Laurel Hill (Trinidad, ) 
by a number of black-birds whose 
appearance Was foreign to me; 
they were smaller but not unlike 
an E nglish crow, and were perch- 
ed on a calabash tree near the 
kitchen. I asked D. who at that 
moment came up from the garden, 
what could be the cause of the 
appearance of so many of those 
black-birds. She said, ‘‘Misses, 
dem be a sign of the blessing of 
God; dey are not the blessing, but 
only de sign, as we say, of God’s 
blessing. Misses, you'll see afore 
noon time, how de ants will come 
and clear de houses.’’ At this mo- 
ment I was called to breakfast, and 
thinking it was some superstitious 
idea of D’s, I paid no further at- 
tention to it. In about two hours 
afier this, l observed an uncommon 
number of chasseur ants crawling 
about the floor of the room; my 
children were annoyed by them, 
and seated themseives on a table, 
where their legs did not commu- 
nicate with the floor. 

They did not crawl upon my 
person, but I was now surrounded 
by them. Shortly after this the 
walls of the room became covered 
by them, and next, they began to 
take possession of the tables and 
chairs. I next thought it neces- 
sary to take refuge in an adjoining 
room, separated only by a few as- 
cending steps from the one we oc- 





cupied; and this was not accom- 
plished without great care and ge- 
neralship; for, had we trodden up- 
on one, we should have been sum- 
marily punished. There were 
several ants on the steps of the 
stair, but they were not near so 
numerous as in the room we had 
left; but the upper room presented 
a singular spectacle; for not only 
were the floor and walls covered 
like the other room, but the roof 
was covered also. 

The open rafters of a West In- 
dia house at all times afford shel- 
ter to a numerous tribe of insects, 
more particularly the cock-roach; 
but now their destruction was in- 
evitable The chasseur ants, as 
if trained to battle, ascended in 
regular thick files to the rafters, 
and threw down the cock-roaches 
to their comrades on the floor, who 
as regularly marched off with the 
dead bodies of the cock-roaches, 
dragging them away by their uni- 
ted efforts with amazing rapidity. 
Either the cock-roaches were 
stung to death on the rafters, or 
else the fall killed them. The 
ants never stopped to devour their 
prey, but conveyed all to their 
store house. The windward win- 
cows of the room were glass, and 
a battle now ensued between the 
ants and jack-spaniards, hotly pur- 
sued on the panes of glass. The 
jack-spaniard may be called the 
wasp of the West-Indies; it is 
twice as large as a British wasp, 
and its sting is in proportion more 
painful, It builds its nest in trees 
and old houses, and sometimes in 
the rafters of a room. The jack- 
spaniards were not quite such easy 
prey, for they used their wings, 
which not one cock-roach had at- 





tempted. Two jack-spaniards, 
hotly pursued on the window, a- 
lighted on the dress of one of my 
children. I entreated her to sit 
still and remain quiet. In an al- 
most inconceivable short space of 
time, a party of ants crawled up- 
on her frock, surrounded, covered 
the two jack-spaniards, and crawl- 
ed down again to the floor, drag- 
ging off their prey, and doing the 
child no harm. From this room 
I went to the adjoining bed cham- 
ber and dressing room, and found 
them equally in possession of the 
chasseurs. I opened a large mi- 
litary chest of linens, which had 
been much infested; for I was de- 
termined to take every advantage 
of such able hunters; I found the 
ants already inside; J supposed 
they must have got in at some 
opening at the hinges. I pulled 
out the linens on the floor, and 
with them hundreds of cock-roach- 
es, not one of which escaped. 

We now left the house, and went 
to the chambers, built at a little 
distance; but these all were in 
the same state. I next proceeded 
to open a store room at the othe: 
end of the house, for a place of 
retreat; but to get the key I had 
to return to the under room, where 
the battle was now more hot than 
ever; the ants had commenced an 
attack upon the rats and mice, and 
strange as it may appear, they 
were no match for their apparent- 
ly insignificant foes. They sur- 
rounded them as they had the in- 
sect tribe, covered them over, and 
dragged them off with a celerity 
and union of strength, that no one 
who has not watched such a scene 
can comprehend. I did not see 


one rat or mouse escape, and | 
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am sure I saw a score carried off 
during a very short period 

We next tried the kitchen--for 
the store room and boys’ pantry 
were already occupied; but the 
kitchen was equally the field of 
battle, between rats, mice, cock- 
roaches, and ants killing them A 
huckster negro came up selling 
cakes, and seeing the uproar, and 
the family and servants standing 
out in the sun, he said--‘tAh, 
Misses, you have got the blessing 
of God to-day, and a great bless- 
ing it be to get such a cleaning.” 

I think it was about ten when I 
first observed the ants; and abvut 
twelve the battle was formidabie; 
soon afier one o’clock the great 
strife commenced with the rats and 
mice; and about three the houses 
were cleared. In a quarter of an 
hour more the ants began to de- 
camp, and soon not one was to be 
seen within doors; but the grass 
round the house was full of them, 
and they seemed now feasting on 
the remnant of their prey, which 
had been ieft on the read to their 
nests; and so the feasting cont!- 
nued till about four o’clock, wheu 
the black-birds, who had never 
been long absent from the cala- 
bash and pois deux trees in the 
neighborhood, darted down among 
them, and destroyed by millions 
those who were too sluggish to 
make good their retreat. By five 
o’clock the whole was over; be- 
fore sun-down the negro houses 
were cleared in the same way; and 
they told me they had seeu the 
black-birds hovering about the al- 
mond trees as early as seven ip 
the morning. I never saw these 
black-birds before. or since, and 
the negroes assured me that they 
never were seca but at such times. 








TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH 
For the Southern Rose Bud. 
THE INQUSSSVIVE GIRL. 

Isabella thought there could be 
no pleasure in the world, equal to 
that of listening to conversations, 
which were not addressed to’ her; 
of searching her Mother’s draw- 
ers, and baskets, and asking a 
muititude of uscless questions. — 
If a bundle was brought to the 
house, she had no rest, until she 
knew what it contained; and if her 
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Father rang the bell, she would 
never leave the room until the ser- 
vant had come. that she might 
koow what he wanted. Her friends 
had often begged her to show less 
curiosity, to attend more to her 
lessons, or even to her play, rath- 
er than busy herself so much with 
the ailairs of others, but she would 
not regard them, and when she 
was seated beside her mother,with 
a book in her hand, instead of try- 
ing to learn, she was constantly 
looking about, to sce what her 
brothers and sisters were doing, 
or to notice who came in and out 
of the room. She was very anx- 
ious to liave a writing master, be- 
cause she thought when she had 
learned to write, she might see to 
whom all the letters were directed 
before they were sent to the office; 
besides, she intended slily to read 
over her father’s shoulder, all that 
he received. One day, she saw 
her mother whisper to her brother 
William, and directly after, they 
went out together. She thought 
there must be some secret, which 
they were keeping from her, and 
if she lost this opportunity, she 
might never find it out. She 
could not long sit still; she watch- 
ed them from the window, and 
seeing that they went through a 
gate which opened into the wood, 
she thought she could get there 
before them, and by hiding her- 
self behind the hedge, she might 
overhear what they said as they 
passed. She accomplished her 
project by taking a shorter road, 
but she was not long without cause 
to regret ber curiosity, for the 
gardener was just crossing the 
wood with his deg, and the animal 
seeing something move in the 
hedge, flew towards her, barking 
furiously. She was very much 
alarmed, and in her fright took 
hold of the dog’s paw, upon which 
he seized her hand and bit her 
badly. This gave her so much 
pain, that her parents hoped she 
would be cured of her curiosity ; 
but they were disappointed: no 
sooner was her hand well, than 
she turgot her pain, as well as her 
fright, aud the gardenec’s dog, and 
if any thing, however trifling hap- 
pened, with which she was not per- 
fectly well acquainted, she would 








have no comfort, ner could she 
attend either toher work or ber ks. 
Some time after her adventure 
in the woods, having missed her 
brother William, she thought her 
mother had sent him on some se- 
cret commission, and she deter- 
mined to know what it was: ac- 
cordingly she looked in every cor- 
ner of the house, but not finding 
him, she went into the yard, and 
from there into the field, but Wil- 
liam was no where to be found,- 
What was thento be done? ‘J 
will go into the garden,” said she, 
“that T will: T will find out what 
he has been doing all this time, 
and why he went out without let- 
ting me know, and why he has a 
secret from me I will net taste 
my dinner until I know all about 
it, even if I have to wait until” 
night.’’ Arabella returned for the 
third time to the garden, where at 
last, in a qniet cerner, which she 
had not dreamed of visiting before, 
she found William fast asleep, un- 
der a large mulberry tree. Beside 
him was a little basket very catc- 
fully fastened, and he slept so 
soundly that he did not hear when 
she came near him, although she 
spoke very loudly. ‘Now,’ said 
this inquisitive little lady, “I have 
it; he must have been far off, for 
he seems quite warm and worn 
out, and he surely has something 
in this basket which I ought not 
to sec: I suppose mama was to 
have come here to take it from 
him, and then I should have known 
nothing about it Mother and 
William always have secrets be- 
tween them, but [ will know this 
one whatever it may be; I am re- 
solved on this.” So saying, she 
glided softly towards the basket, 
then stooped down to take off the 
cover, scarcely daring to breathe, 
for fear of being surprised, and 
looking round te see if her mother 
was coming. Then fixing her 
eyes on her brother, to be sure 
that he was asleep, she took a lit- 
tle peg out, which fastened the lid 
of the basket. ‘‘Now,” said she 
to herself, ‘‘now, master William, 
I shall know what you have here.” 
She began to raise the lid, and just 
as she was about to satisfy her 
curiosity, a beautiful pigeon slip- 
ped between her hands and flew 
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away ‘A cry from Arabella awoke | drink than lemonade, or some thing equal- 


basket 
away 


William, who the 
open, the pigeon flying far 
and his sister in the greatest con 
sternation, knew directly what had 
happened “You see now, my 
sister,’ said he, ‘‘the 
your suspicious and inquisitive 
character { wished to make you 
a present to-day, because it Is 
your bitth-day, but you will not 
allow your friends to give you an 
ai rreeab le surprise, fur vou foilow 
them and watch every thing they 
do. You long ago said you wish- 
ed fur a white pigeon, and I have 
been two miles, through this heat, 
io procure one for you, and I wait- 
ed here to gain time to decide how 
. night get mito the house without 
sur seeing me, for I wished to 
prese nt my gift after dinner, when 
y father ‘and mother gave theirs. 
He re 1 teil asleep, overcome with 
heat aud fatigue, and you have 
seized that very moment to look 
into my basket. Lam very sorry 
you have lost my present, my dear 
sister, but you owe it to yourself: 
and I am much more sorry for the 
two young ones left in the basket, 
four they are too young to follow 
their mother, and as they cannot 
feed themselves, they will certain- 
ly die. William was right; the 
little birds died the next day, and 
Arabella spent the whole morning 
in shedding useless tears. 


M. W.H 


seeing 
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Sar annah. 
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CHIILPRE Ss PARTIES. 

The season has arrived, when our young 
friends are about to meet together for rec- 
reation, after the lassitude of summer has 
passed. 

Ve would not, even if our opinion 
leaned that way, attempt to put a stop to 
these popular assemblages, for it would be 
use.ess; but rather respectfully suggest two 
considerations, that may. aflect the bappi- 
ness both of parents and children. 

In the first place, we propose that invi- 
tations should be sent, mentioning the hour 
of guing to and returning from parties: for 
instance, Miss - , requests the pleasure 
of ‘s compapy, from 6 until 10 o’- 
clock, on Friday evening next. 

In the second place, wine and cordials 
shou'd never be introduced, even for the 
ladies and gentlemen, who may chance to 
be present. it ought to be considered im- 
moral to tempt youth to take any other 








effects of 





ly suuple. 


For the Southern Rose Bud. 
Mrs Editor, 


The question proposed in your Sth nuin- 
her, should, I think ,have been stated some- 
what differently, viz. How many aninials 
of each kind could the farmer purchase 
with £100, at the prices specified, so as to 
inake in all 100 animals, not how many 
did he purchase. ‘lhe question admits of 
diferent auswers, all equally correct. I 
send the following: 

48 Geese, at 1 shilling, 8 
42 Sheep, at 1 dollar, 42 





10 Oxen, at 5 dollars, 50 
An. 100 S100 
ROGO. 


[We have also received the following 
answers to the problem. ] 
By a Reader. 
& Ss. & 
» F : 6 100 
6 


600 Shillings. 


15 Oxen at $5 or 30 shillings, is 450 
13 a 1 6 78 
72 Geese 1 72 


6 | 600 3. 


$100 


160 Animals 


By a Subscriber. 


71 Sheep, o - 71 
5 Oxen, - - 25 
24 Geese, - - 4 


100 Dollars. 





100 Animals. 





PROBL E NE. 


A ship put tosea with 30 passengers, 15 
of whom were Christians, and 15 Turks. 
It was soon discovered that the provisions 
on board would not sustain more than half 
the number of persons, for the rest of the 
voyage. It was therefore agreed, that the 
other half should be thrown overboard.— 
Now it is required to arrange them in a 
line so that every 9th man, counting from 
left to right, should be thrown over, and 
that man to be a ‘Turk. 

ENWat. “FA. 
My first is much used at night. 
My second is used asa support, 


My whole sustains my first. 
THE UNKNOWN. 





Answer to Conundrums. 
18. A wet soal. 
19. A wedding ring. 
20. He is easily seen through. 





i onundrums, 
21. Why is an angry person like a loaf? 
22. What word of five syllables is that, 
which, if youtake one syllable away, only 
one remains? 


BUD. 








ITEMS. 

Christianity and Mahometanism. 

While Mahometanism presents 
ceremonies, few otf which are 
suitable, and one (the fast from 
sun-rise to sun-set) impossible to 
an inhabitant of the Arctic circle, 
where the day is six months long, 
Christianity, on the contrary, is 
equally addressed, and can with 
equal ease be embraced, by every 
human being on the face of the 
globe. 


Preaching in Italy. 


[nthe 13th century, it was cus- 
tomary for preachers in Italy to 
travel about, and whenever they 
chose to preach, they erected a 
little temporary pulpit, while a 
scribe sat in a still humbler box at 
their elbows, taking notes. At 
the present day there are certain 
preachers in that country, whose 
services are attended by so few 
men, that they are called in some 
parts of Italy, “‘predicatort delle 
donne,’’ preachers for the ladies. 


Coffee.—It is calculated that 
three hundred, million pounds of 
Coffee, are annually consumed in 
Europe. 








or my Youngest Readers. 


KITTY IN THE DOLL’S BED. 

Mamma, I went up to my baby 
house, and just guess what I found 
there. Just guess, mamma. You 
cannot, it isso funny. You see, 
mamma, [ thought some one had 
rumpled the sheets on my doll’s 
bed, and so I stooped down: to 
smooth them, and just guess what 
was there, just (ry to guess. 

Why, I guess my darling it was 
a mouse. 

No, mamma, no. It was our 
little Kitty; she had crawled un- 
der the spread,and was fast asleep 
in my doll’s bed. Was it not fun- 
ny, mamma? 

Anna smooth’d the dolly’s bed, 
And as she took a peep, 
She found her little kitty there 


Lying fast asleep. 

— ——— 
Return of Deaths within the City of 

Charleston from the 19th to the 26th 

Oct. Whites 6; black and colored 4. 
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<*I chase the moments with a serious song.”’— YounNnG. 
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Mrs. Editor,—By inserting the following Obituary in the 
Southern Rose Bud, you wiil oblige A FRIEND. 


DIED—On the 13th inst. MARGARET Sincriarr Gisson, 
eldest daughter of Alexander Gibson, in her fourteenth year.” 


I’ve gazed on thee, when youth’s bright bloom 
Upon thy cheek glowed brightly ; 

When the resplendant smile of peace 
Upon thy lips danced lightly. 





I’ve gazed on thee, when thy soft eyes 
With joy’s bright radiance beaming ; 
When every feature wore a smile; 
Of nought but pleasure dreaming ; 


[ gaze on thee--thy form how changed! 
Thy beauty now is shaded; 

Thy hopes, t y Joys, thy fears and cares, 
*Neath death’s cold touch have faded. 


I'll gaze no more—thy pallid corpse 
Recalls to recollection, 

Scenes too replete with bliss—and yet 
Too bitter for reflection. 


{ll gaze no more—the fairest form, 
Though fondly we may cherish, 

Like some frail flower, will bloom awhile, 
But like that flower will perish. 





*We regret that this Obituary came too late for insertion, or it 
should have had precedence over the lines, appropriated in eur 
last to the same interesting subject.—Ep. 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
AN OLD MAN’S ADVICE. 


Come, Heury and list what an old man says 
Whose voice must now soon be still; 
And perhaps the remembrance in after days 
Among life’s many and toilsome ways 
May aid to preserve you from ill. 
My boy, to the impulse always yield, 
Of the holy Voice within; 
But when a thought springs in the heart concealed, 
Which you would not be willing to have revealed, 
Be sure ‘tis a thought of sin. 


When you stand in doubt if a deed be right 
Or wrong, which you wish to do, 
Remember, ‘tis better im God's pure sight 
To reliaquish at once the desired delight 
Than a doubtful course pursue. 


Never think, my dear boy, that your life was given 
‘Lo be spent for yourself alone; 

From the circle of huwian affections riven, 

You'd be wretched, though earth were as bright as heaven, 
And you on a Monarch’s throne. 


For your kindred, your neighbours, Jet kindness flow, 
Like a bright perennial stream; 
Be true to your friend; be just, e’en to your foe, 
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And on him, should his bosom its malice forego, 
Let the rays of forgiveness beam. 
To your country a wise and affectionate son 
. Her interest ever revere: : 
Unseen let the streams of your charity run, 
Save by Him in whose sight every action is done, 
: And adore him with love and with fear. 


Thus shall Tle crown your days with his blessings below. 
With comfort, and honor, and peace; 
Or if storms o’er your bead in wild fury should blow, 
And your fond hopes be laid by adversity low, 
Pear not, but await your release. 
On the night of afiliction the morning shall rise, 
Every cloud at its radiance shall fly; 
Every tear then shall vanish that here dimmed your eyes, 
And your Father shall welcome his child to the skies, 
: Yo his mansions of g'ory on high. 
Augusta, Geo. s 


From the Lowell Journal 
A PATHETIC BALLAD. 


Now pray X Q’s this bumble lay, 

LC leant XL; 
But I shall aii my powers S A, : 
e Astory for z tell. 


In old N time a farmer dwelt 
B 4 the river D, 

Sut RK! the pangs of love he felt, 
4 sweet LIsA V. 

His cottage clad in I V green, 
He viewed with heart L 8, 

& O, he cried, my lov ely queen, 
Come share my hap P state. 

Our hero was but 4 T 2, 
LIsA8 1T3, 

But C what 1 ders love can do, 
Her age he did not C. 

With N R G he pressed his suit, 
He loved her 2 X\ 8, 

Alas! poor C’s R's tongue was mute 
At her E’s E‘address. 

Now C’s 2 T’s me with your suit, 
But pray U now R L’s, 

1 love a })}_# some man, U brute, 
Who is in the X I's. 

Said C’s R U Ra cra L maid, 
2 lovemy N ME; 

If this is how my leve’s repaid, 
Til lay me down and D. 

Said she I 4 C how ‘twill B, 
Base N V fills thy heart; 

Now quickly from my presence flee, 
And try to hea! thy smart. 

Poor C's R hastened to his cot, 
i ooked at his rams and U’s, 

And then an L of rope he got, 
And tied a deadly noose. 


Next minute in the air he swung, 
And sure reiief he found, 

The little birds about him sung, 
And P N’s strut around. 


Bat now in the cold grave he lies, 
And sweet t’’s near it bloon ; 

I must leave otf, so wipe your I’s, 
And visit C’s R's tomb. 
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ORIGINAL PAPERS 


Sketch of the Life and Character 
of Efenry Kirke White. 
First published in the Christian’s Manual. 

Henry Kirke White was born 
in Nottingham, England, 1785. 
Ilis parents were poor. His mo- 
ther kept a school and was a sen- 
sible and affectionate woman. 

He discovered a fondness for 
reading at a very early age. He 
forgot every thing else when en- 
gaged inthis favorite pursuit. ‘I 
could fancy,”’ says his eldest sis- 
ter, “I see him in his little chair 
with a large book upon his knee, 
and my mother calling, Henry, 
iny love, come to dinner, which 
was repeated so often without be- 
ing noticed, that she was obliged 
to change the tone of her voice 
before she could rouse him.”’ 

We think this was Henry’s on- 
ly fault. We do not praise him 
for loving to read, so much as we 
blame him for not heeding the kind 
voice of mother. This fault 
made himself and his friends very 
unhappy, by undermining _ his 
health. 

When he was seven years old, 
ne would creep unperceived into 
the kitchen, to teach the servants 
to read and write. 

When he was eleven, he one 
day wrote a separate theme for 
every boy in his class, which con- 
sisted of about 12 or 14. The 
master said he had never known 
them write so well upon any sub- 
ject before, and could not refrain 
trom expressing his astonishment 
at the exce lence of Henry. 

His father was a bute cher, and 
one day in every week, beside his 
leisure hours on others, Henry was 





his 





employed in carrying the butcher’s 
basket. 


About the age of thirteen he 
was put to the hosiery trade. He 


was truly unhappy, because he 

said he wanted something to occu- 
py his brain. What must we do 
when our employments are disa- 
greeable? Wall a sullen face and 
angry manners make us any hap- 
pier? Who has said, “I have 
learned in whatsoever situation I 
am, therewith to be content?’’?— 
From whom did St, Paul! learn to 
be contented? 

His mother made great efforts 
to place him in a lawyer’s office, 
when he was seventeen years old, 
and succeeded. He used to de- 
cline the Greek nouns and verbs 
as he was going to and from his 
office, so valuable wastime to him. 

He had a little room given him 
which was called his study, and 
here his milk supper was taken up 
tohim; for, to avoid any 
time, he refused to sup with his 
family, though earnestly entreated 
to do so, as his mother already be- 
gan to dread the effect of his se- 
vere and unremitting application. 
Was this right? Should we neg- 
lect our friends for the sake of 
learning? 

He was passionately fond of mu- 
sic, and could play very pleasing- 
ly by ear on the ptano, but he 
checked his love for it, lest. it 
might interfere with more impor- 
tant objects. He had a turn for 
mechanics, and all the fitting up 
of lis study was the work of his 
own hands. 

At the age of fifteen he gained 
a silver medal for a translation 
from Horace, and the following 
year a pair of globes for an ima- 


loss of 





t 








ginary tour from London to Edin- 
burgh. He read this performance 
to his family at supper. 

In 1804, he published a volume 
of poems, to assist him in entering 
college. He was becoming reli- 
gious, and he had a strong desire 
to bea clergyman. 

Poor Henry was sadly disap- 
pointed about his poems. The 
reviewers said they were not good 
poetry, and that he had better get 
up asubscription for himself.— 
Hlenry’s pillow was often wet with 
tears of mortification. Fortunate- 
ly, religion came to comfort him; 
and he thought more of God, and 
his heart was eased of its trouble. 

His health after this began to 
fail, and he went to a village on 
the Trent for change of air. 

Ife indulged himself in wander- 


| ing inthe woods, and used to speak 


with pleasure of having once been 
overtaken by a thunder storm at 
midnight, and watching the light- 
ning over the river and vale to- 
wards the town. 

Henry’s manners were mild and 
inoffensive, modest, unassuming, 
and affectionate. He attended a 
sunday school with great cheer- 
fulness, and was at considerable 
pains in instructing the children. 

But Henry’s health failed. He 
sat up nearly all night and studied 
all day. This fault Henry con- 
tinued to indulge. In vain his 
friends urged him to study moder- 
ately. He would not, and at last 
his health was gone. He died at 
the age of 21 years. It almost 
broke his mother’s heart to lose 
him, but he loved God, and we 
trust went to him and found ne 
more sickness or sorrow. 

A few things Henry wrote in 
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And on him, should his bosom its malice forego, 
Let the rays of forgiveness beain. 


| 
3 | 
| | 
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To your country a wise and affectionate son 
: Jer interest ever revere: 

Unseen let the streams of your charity run, 

Save by Him in whose sight every action ts done, j 
And adore him with love and with fear. 

Thus shall We crown your days with his blessings below. 
With comfort, and honor, and peace; 

Or if storms o’er your head in wild fury should biow, 

And your fend hopes be laid by adversity low, 
Fear not, but await your release. 





’ a ae eae a we 


: ‘‘I chase the moments with a serious song.’’—YouN G. 








On the night of affliction the morning shall rise, 
Every cloud at its radiance shall fly; 


Every tear then shall vanish that here dimmed your eyes, 
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Mrs. Editor,—By inserting the following Obituary ‘n the 











Southern Rose Bud, you will oblige A FRIEND. And your Father shall welcome his child to the skies, 
DIED—On the 13th inst. MARGARET Sinciarr Grisson, ; ‘To his mansions of g'ory on high. 

, eldest daughter of Alexander Gibson, in her fourteenth year.” Augusta, Geo. ‘ p 
I’ve gazed on thee, when youth's bright bloom ee aren aiden aeaittag alae 
a Upon thy cheek glowed brightly; From the Lowell Journal 
3 When the resplendant smile of peace A PATHETIC BALLAD. 
; ' J : . ig , 
| Upon thy lips danced lightly Now pray X Q's this bambje lay, 
P I’ve gazed on thee, when thy soft eyes IC fean't X L: ) 

With joy’s bright radiance beaming ; But | shall ail my powers S A, 


When every feature wore a smile; 


, e Astory for < teli. 
Of nought but pleasure dreaming ; - 


ea © 











Be In old N time a farmer dwelt 
[ gaze on thee—-thy form how changed! B 4 the river D 
7 . »% aded: ‘ 4 
i Thy beauty now is shaded ; But R! the pangs of love he felt, 
+ Thy hopes, thy joys, thy fears and cares, 4 sweet Li's A V. 
' *Neath death’s cold touch have faded. : 
; ’ His cottage clad in I V green, 
: I'll gaze no more—thy pallid corpse He viewed with heart L 8, 
‘ Recalls to recollection, — & O, he cried, my lovely queen, 
, Scenes ve — Se bliss—and yet Come share my hap F state. 
4 “Cc . rr 
f Too bitter for reflection Our bere was bat’ T 2. 
; f i'll gaze no more—the fairest form, LIsA8 T38, 
i | Though fondly we may cherish, But C what 1 ders love can do, 
ei Like some frail tlower, will bloom awhile, | Her age he did not C. 
-~ But like that flower will perish. | With N R G he pressed his suit, 
as ; : A Ile loved her 2 \ 8, 
-_ | *We regret that this Obituary came too late for insertion, or it | Alas! poor C’s R’s tongue was mute 
: should have had precedence over the lines, appropriated ia eur | Atther E’s E‘address. 
last to the same interesting subject.—Ep. 


Now C’s 2 T’s me with your suit, 
But pray U now R L’s, 

1 love a 31} _# some man, U brute, 
Who is in the X I's. 

Said C’s R U Ra craL maid, 
2 lovemy N ME; 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
AN OLD MAN’S ADVICE. 


Come, Heury and list what an old man says 


+ a 


ee ig 


bY Whose voice must now soon be still; ene ‘ 

If this is how my leve’s repaid 

; | And perhaps the remembrance in after days rit lav pone pv ayn . < 

t Among life’s many and toilsome ways om ning en - ‘ 

| May aid to preserve you from ill. Said she I 4 C how ‘twill B, 
i ; Base N V fills thy heart; 
i My boy, to the impulse always yield, Now auickly f ; : 
| , Gy ! quickly from my presence flee, 
1 Of the holy Voice within; 4 
it oly Voice within; And try to hea! thy smart. 

But when a thought springs in the heart concealed, : a ae : ; 
F Which you would not be willing to have revealed, Poor C's K hastened to his cot, 


Be sure “tis a thought of sin. i ooked at his rams and Us, 


i , And then an L 2 
i] ; When you stand in doubt if a deed be right "And ‘ibe Poa yan 
t 


Or wrong, which you wish to do, 


























aii a, ° « ° 
i} | Remember, ‘tis better in God's pure sight Next minate i the air he owung, 

iL To reliaquish at once the desired delight a eind sure reiief he found, 

| ) Than a doubtful course pursue. Che little birds about him sung, 

1 : . % : And P N’s strut around. 

- i) Never think, my dear boy, that your life was given Bat now in the cold grave he Jies 
, ae : _ To be spent for yourself alone; And a set A sae te hitss 

fe | From the circle of human affections riven, 6 ened Mie ‘ a mga SA ace oe 
i You'd be wretched, though earth were as bright as heaven, A id eteavie thre Gina ee :* 

L | And you on a Monarch’s throne. one as tn aoe 

For your a poh vata aphwenng flow, PRINTED WEEKLY FOR THE EDITOR, Mrs. C. GILMAN, 
6 i Be true to your friend; be just, e’en to your foe " a ‘eine ere Fre de yak 
| | | i , y : Terms—One Dollar pex annum. Payable in advance. 
. | . 
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